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'ORONTO  CANADA 


Alice  "Where  Art  ThoTi.  I 

Bonnie  Banlts  of  Lomond. 

Bonnie  Sweet  Be^e. 

Annie  Lanrie.  ■ f} 

Auld  Lang  Syne.;  F . 

Bonnie  Dundee,  • 

Blue  Bells  of  Scotland. 

Ben  Bolt. 

Bonnie  Laddie.  - ni. 

Believe  me  if  all  Those  Endearing  loung  Charms. 
Beautiful  Isle  of  Somewhere 
Cornin'  Thro’  the  Bye. 

Campbells  are  Cornin’. 

Come  Back  to  Brin. 

Darling  Nellie  Gray.  _! 

Dixie  Land. 

Flow  Gently,  Sweet  Aflion. 

Gently,  Lord,  Oh  Gently  Lead  Us. 

God  Save  the  King. 

Good-night.  Laddie. 

Harp  that  Once  Thro’  Tara  s Ilall. 

Highland  Laddie. 

"Home,  Sweet  Home. 

Huntington  Tower,  duet.  ^ 

I’m  Wearing  Awa’j  Jean.  ' 

Jock  o’ XIazeldean.  CaBIglB 

Juanita.  .. 

Killamey.  v ^ 

Last  Eose  of  Summer.  ' 

Land  o’  the  Leal. 

Marching  Thro’  Georgia. 

Massa’s  in  the  Cold  Ground. 

Maple  Leaf  Forever. 

My  Bonnie  Lnes  Over  the  Ocean.  , 

Old  Folks  at  Home. 

Old  Oaken  Bucket. 

Old  Black  Joe.  ■ 

0 Canada.  | 

Bobin  Adair. 

Red,  White  and  Blue. 

Scots  Wha  Hae. 

Silver  Threads  Among  the  Gold. 

Soldier’s  Farewell. 

Stars  of  the  Summer  Night  ; 

Star  of  the  East. 

Sweet  and  Low. 

Then  You’ll  Remember  Me. 

Tramp,  Tramp. 


When'’ the  Kye  Come  Hame. 

When  You  and  I Were  Young,  Maggie. 
Within  a Mile  o’  Edinburgh  Town. 
When  You  Gang  Awa’,  Jamie, 

Ye  Banks  and  Braes. 


That 


her  prom  - i§e  true, 
the  sun  shone  on — 
is  low  and  sweet— 


Gie’d 

That 

1-iev 


me  her  prom  - ise 
e’er  the  sun  shone 
voice  is  low  and 


ppad  lih. 


Which  ne’er  for-got 
And  dark  blue  is 


will  be;  And  for  bon-nie  An  - nie  Lau-ric 
here’e:  And  for  bon-nie  An  - nie  Lau-rie 


I’d 

I’d 


lay  me  doon  »nd 
lay  me  doon  and 


ANNIE  LAURIE. 


Anonymous.  ^ 

Andante  moderato.  ‘ . 
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mg 

there 


to  love  me,  One  year  past  this 
’mid  the  star-shine,  IVe  sought  thee  in 

i ^ 


e - ven,  And  thou  wert  by  my  side, 
for-est,  I’m  look-ing  heavWard  now, 


Vow  - ing  to  love  me,  A - lice^ 
Oh! there  a - mid  the  starshine, 


what  - e’er  might 

A-lice,  I know 


be- 'tide 
art  thou 


youi'fimr. 


Alice.  2 


1 


THE  BONNIE  BANKS  0’  LOCH  LOMONI 

^ Rather  atom  with  eKpreaniai, . 


!.  Byl^  yon 

bon.-  hie 

banks 

find 

b> 

y(m 

bon  . nie 

braes 

Where 

the 

2.  ’Twus  there 

that  we 

pairt 

- ed 

in 

yon 

shu  - dy 

^en, 

On 

the 

3.'  Tlie—  wee 

bli'd  - ies 

sing, 

and 

the- 

wild 

flow  - ers 

spring, 

An’ 

in 

^ — r — 

\ \ ^ 
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[P 

S’  ^ r i> 

son  shines  bright  on 

Loch 

Lo  - 

=t= 

nion’ 

Where 

• ^ K r f 

and  |uy  true  love 

-V — ' 

were 

steep,  steep  side  «’ 

Ben 

Lo  . 

mon’ 

Where  In 

. pie  hne 

the 

sun-shine  the  wu-ters 

are 

sleep  . 

in’ 

But  the 

bro; 

- ken heart 

it 

v\  - er  wont  to  gue,  On  the  bbn-’nit?,  bon-nie  bunks  of  Loch  Lo  - morf. 

hw- land  hills  we  view  Aif  the  moon  cornin’  oot . In  the  gloom  - in’, 

kens  nise  sec  - ond  spring,  Tho’  the  wae-fu’  may  cense  fiW  Iheir  greet  - itf. 


foie  ye;  Bui  1 and  my  (lUe  love  will  nev-ermeel  a-gain,  Onfhe  b(mme,bt>nme  hanks  o Loch 


Sir  "WAiTER  Scon. 

Allegretto. 


BONNIE  DtJNDEE. 


1.  To  the  Lords  of  Con-ven-tion  ’twaa 

2.  Don  - dee  he  is  mounted, he 

3.  Thereare  hills  beyond  Pentland, and 

4.  Then  a - wo!  to  the  hills,  to  the 


Claverhouse  spoke  :Ere  the  King's  cro^go  dow’  there  are  crowns  to  be  broke.Tlien  each  cay  - a - her  who  loves 
rides  up  tho  street, The  bells  they  ringbackward.the  drums  they  are  beat, But  the  provost(douce  inau)said,  ‘Just 
lands  beyond  Forth, Be  there  lords  in  the  south, there  are  chiefs  in  the  north  ;There  are  brave  Duinnewassels  three 
lea  to  the  rocks, Ere  I own  a u - sur  - per  I’ll  crouch  with  the  fox;  And  tremble,  false  whigs, in  the 


honour  and  me.Let  him  follow  th'e  bonnets  of  Bonnie  Dundee-Come  fill  up  my  cup, come  fill  up  my  can, Comd 
e’en  let  it-  be.  For  thetotm  is  weelrido’  that  de’il  o’ Dundee."  Come,  etc. 
thousand  time's  three.WjI)cry.“Hcy  for  the  bonnets  o’  BonnieDuniee.”  Come,  etc. 
inid.st  o’  your  glee, Ye  hae-  no  seen  the  last  o’  my  bon^ts  aridjup-  Come,  eh . 


sad-dle  my  hors-es, 


id  call  outmymen;  Un-hook  the  west  port, and  let  us  gao  free,  For  its 


Bonnie  Sweet  Bessie,  the  JIaid  o’ Dundee. 


A Tji,  Wto  wd  “lassie  «ere 

2.  Ere  years  or  0-  .'ra  months  had  fled,  ims  , , 


t=f;i^»=t==F — 1— - 1 =^=^=*^-==t 

S^^^ZlTand  gay,  >»;’4  ,[“*7 

han.  oi  - ly  wei! 

no.ble  as  he,  A. 

liv’d  on  the  lea,  Than 

r 1 

M 

)SF=f=-]^  T 

bonnies«eet  lassie,,  the  m«d  o'_  Dmdee.  Th.s 


THE  BLUE  BELLS  OF  SOOTLAJSTD. 


Ajtokymous. 

Andarile  moderato. 


-[ik 

' Piano, 

dclce, 

1 

jj? 

1 

. 1.  Oh!  where,  tell 

2.  Oh! where,  tell 

3.  Oh!  what,  tell 

4.  Ohlwhat,  tell 


me  where  is  your  High-land  lad  - die  gone?  Oh!  where, tell  me  where  is  your 

me  where  did  your  High-land  lad  - die  dwell?  Oh  I where,  tell  me  where  did  your 

me  what  does  your  High-land  la<l  - die  wear  ? Oh!  what,  tell  me  what  does  your 

mn  vuj,a*  if  your  HigK-land  lad  be  slain?  Ohlwhat,  tell  me  what  if  your 

!.  r-? 


I 


mo  what 


your 


^=|==i1=-- 


High-land  lad 
High-land  lad 
High-land  lad 
High-land  lad 


•die  gone?  He's  gone  with  streaming  banners  where  no  -ble  deeds  are  done,  And  it  s 

• die  dwell  ? He  dwelt  in  bon-nie  Scotland, where  blooms  the  sweet  blue  bell.  And  it’s 

• die  wear?  A bon-net  with  a lof-typlume,and  on  hisbreasta  plaid,  And  it’s 
be  slain?  Oh,  no!  true  love  will  be  his  guard  and  bringhim  safe  a-gain,  For  it’s 


=q2:zi5= 


“j|=:^|z= 


oh.lnmyheartl  wish  him  safe  at  hoine,He’s  gone  with  streamingbanners  wherenohle  deeds  are  done,  And  it  s 

olB  in  myhftartIlo’emvladdieweH,HedweltinboiinieScntland,whereblooinstIiesweethmel)pl  ,And)t  3 
oh!  in  niyheartl  lo'e  mvHlghlnnd  lad.Abonnetwitlialofty  plume, and  on  his  breast  a plaid.  Amht  s 
oh!  my  heart  would  break  if  my  Dighlaod  lad  were  slain, Oli,Do!  true  love  will  be  hisguatJaad  bring  him  safe  ogam,  rents 

_fS 


r r cre^  MM 


I Vi 


oh,  in  my  heart  I wish  him  safe  at  liome. 
oh  I in  mv  heart  I lo’e  my  lad-die  well, 

oh!  in  my  heart.  I lo’emy  Highlandlad. 

oh!  my  heart  would  break  if  my  Highland  lad  were  slain. 


mf  1 ' dtm 


p dolce. 


"SirDfciri 


Words  by 
StmpUci 


ben  bolt. 

_ I Mus'o  *»'  Nelson  Kneass. 

Thomas  Dunn  English,  39.  ^ 

■ t y„„  „.„m-Mvsw«  Al-  ice.  BeaBolt,  't; ", 'irtot  oI  ,Uo 

„-yt  r::eU;  ,;r;:;oi.  "Lboi.,  wi.u, ......  - - 


Willi  ile-irght  'dim  y""  '‘" 

we've  leii,  in  Uie  noon  - toy 

asii  noek  by  “«  ™“  ■ '““5 


siuilt;.  AuJ 

sUiMltf,  And 

brook,  Where  the 


vvUU.eec  aiytovUeyjAll,. 

onllienma.^'s  .»ve, 


Ueu  Bolt,  Iq 
Bea  Bi.lt.  The 
Beu  BoU,  Tho 


ob  •■  scure  and  - a - lone, 
have  l«ni  - Wed  W, 
the  brook  is  • •« 


They  have  fit  - u-d  a .slab  of  the 

And  a qui-ei  ‘.lua  cnvwU  round  the 

And  of  all  the  boys 


who  were 


M.  A 


xin  - der  the  stone,  . 'fhey  have 


eo  Z ria  to  die,  ■ Aad  .. 

Widls  ns  yon  S“e,  Hns  _ and  I : And  ot 

sahool  - males  iben,  There  are  on  - ly  > 


.»  lev,.  «P«t  un  - der.  the  stoue. 
fit  t«^d  a ^!ab  of  the  graa-iie  so  gray.  the  old  - o>t  din. 

^ i.'a  iliaioravvlsronndihewallsto  . 

all  . . ihe  boys  who  were  school  - maces  men,  ^ ^ 


BELIEVE  ME,  IF  ALL 
THOSE  ENDEARING  YOUNG  CHARMS. 

Words  by  Thomas  Moore. 


Music  by  Davenant. 


1.  Be  • lieve  mt  « all  those  en  - dear  - ing  young  charms,  Whioli  I gaze  on  so 

2.  It....  is  not  while  beau  - ty  and  youth  are  thine  own.  And  thy  cheek’s  un  - pro-faned  by  a 

^ „ ---  . _ - --- 


T 


day,..  Were  to  chaBge  by  to  • mor  - row  and  fleet  from  my  arms,  Like.... 

tear  . That  the  fer  - vor  and  faith  • of  a soul  can  be  known,  To  wmon 


T IT '~r — r~T 
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N N| 

10  > K*  t 

J ' 1?  ' 

fair  - y gifts  fad  - ing  a • 
time  will  but  make  thee  more 

' r ^ 

way, . , . Thou  woulds 
dear, ....  Oh,  the 

'P;  pi 

b still  be  a - dored, 

heart  that  has  tru  - 

■0^  -j^ 

as  this 
ly  loved 

^ P u ^ ^ 

mo  « ment  thou  Let  thy  love  • li  • ness  fade  as  it  will, . . . And  a - 

nev  - er  f2;f*^gets,  But  as  tru*  - ly  loves  on  to  the  close:..  As  the 


K 


j'-r- 

1 

iL:  J'  g-l  JcJin 

^ C P P u 

round  the  dear  ru  - in,  each 
sun  - flow  - er  turns  on  her 

W.  ,_X-^ 

— c — m — «- ^ 

wish  of  my  heart,  Would  en- 
god  when  he  sets,  The  same 

n«.  ^ •f~  -'p'-f-n 

9 - \ rf 

twine  it  - self  ver  • dant  • ly  still, 
look  that  she  gave  when  he  rose. 

— s 1,  1, — 

firrri 
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Beautiful  Isle  of  Somewhere. 

I J.  s. 


WORDS  BY 

Mrs.  JESSIE  BROWN  POUNDS. 

■ 


MUSIC  BY 

j.  S.  FEARIS. 


, ■ . iua  Some-rtcre  tlio  song  • Mrils  .Imll; 

1.  Somc-whcrc  tlio  sun  is  slim  ^ J’  ,^0  task  Is  <l«n». 

2.  Somc-nherc  the  (lay  is  '«“8  ^ by  an  o - pen  gate. 

3.  Somc-whei’c  thP  load  is  ' ’ — — 


— 


♦ ♦ ii- 


'M.  r 


■J. 


BONNIE  LADDIE,  HIGHLAND  LADDIE 


1.  Wliercta’cye  licen  a’  ‘''®  |^Id!e’  ffigh-land  Ud  - dil'  Then  ho  gave  his 

3;  'vl;r'  ';TJ'ho  "La^Sairn/  Boninis^d-  die,'  High-land  lad  - dio,Whatogaehi,^o_ 


— j- 


way,  Bon-nio  ' f ■ “gh-l^d  lad  - ^o  ? a^.^^ridlTee, 

s:s.  XC”:  ; 


•rL=p-  ; 1 

c=#= 

J:^ ^ 


_ ^ ' • ..._.  «i .'D>v.«M2Alia/^^r1^a 


Bon-Jiio  “8'’'*”’*  Bon-nio  lad-die, 

r'-nfo  ig:S»di:tdle:T>.Houghtionhin.  at  Proton- pans,  Bon-nio  lad-d.e, 

i^i^=d=^3 
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High-land  lad  - die! 


^ 1^.  ""  ” ' 


THE  CAMPBELLS  ARE  COMIN’. 


Traditional, 


- ho,  o - ho,  Tho  Campbells  ave  com-iu;,  o - ho,  o - ho  TK 


~ t \ ho  The  Campbells  ave  com-in’,  o - ho,  o-ho,  Hie 

1.  TheCamplieUsare  com-m  , ^ „!  ho’ The  Campbells  ai'^  com-in',  o - bo, 

2.  ThoCnmpbcllsave  com-m,  » ' ' ho  The  Campbells  are  com  - in , o - bo,  o-ho, 

3.  The  Campbells  are  com -in,  o-ho,  > 


. ho.  Up  - 


Campbells'are  com-in’ To  o',  ven’mmclm^bellsare  cornin’,  o - ho,  o-ho.  Great 

SbSls  re:rrn’ "o  rn;"ni:hoeh;io  - ,en;TbeCampbellsar~  o-ho,  - ■ . 


. ::  r"..  t in^v-fcd  down  to 


-:rz=gI=g-[-» — ^ pr,„„  t i-w,  I looh-ed  down  to 

, -r  lav  Up-on  the  LomondsI  lay,  -yyi.  goundo’  tvumpet, 

Oampbelisthey  are  a' 

— 4i 


. t 


l 


dowu  south  iu 


UIXT^TS  LATID. 


Dan.  Emmet 


1.  I wish  I ™ 

I;hU  l^e'Z  w"h-e¥s  dea-her;  But  dat  did  not  seen,  to  greabcr. 


iiiiiissisiss  »M 


Ear  - ly 
sraUed  as  fierce  ; 
dietl  for  u 

CHOUUS 


Dis  - i©  Land,  I’U 


4 Now  here’s  a health  to 

And  all  de  gals  dot  want  to  kiss  u . 

BatifyOT’‘wmt  to  drive  ’way  sorrow, 

Come  a«a 

Look  away ! etc., 


5 Bar’s  bnek-wheat  cakes  nn’.  Ingen’  batter. 
Makes  you  fat  or  a little  lStt..r , 

Den  h J^t’doTO^an* Ktotch  j. 

To  Dixie’s  land  I’m  bound  ®i 

Look  away  { etc., 


Darling  nelly  gray. 


Words  and  musicToy  B.  R.  Hanby. 


-S'— 

way,  And  I’ll 


my  poor...  Nel  - ly  Gray,  they  have  lak  - en  yoi^,  , ... 

my  dar-ling  Nel  - ly  Gray,  up  in  hcav  • cn  there,  they  say,  That  they  .1 


weeo-inc  all  the  day,  For  you've  gone  from  the  old  Ken- tuck  - y shore, 

an  . gels  clear  the  way.  Fare  - well  to  % old  Ken  • tuck  - y shore. 


FLOW  GENTLY,  SWEET  AFTON. 


■-„.  Mv  Ma-rv’s  a -sleep  by  thy  mm-mur-ing 
thorn  v’'  d™  Thou  greon-crost-od  lap-wh.g.thy  seroamiug  for  ■ 
you  thorny  dci , > , . , , y wan -dor  as  morn  ns  - cs 

mild  evening  creeps  o-ver  the 


stream,  Flow  gent  - ly,  sweet 
hear,  I charge  you  dis  - 

high.  My  flocks  and  my 

lea,  The  sweet-scent-od 


At-tU^is-tU'-'’  not  her  dream, 
lurh  not  my  slum  - her  - ing  fair. 
Ma-ry’s  sweet  cot  in  my  eye. 
birk  shades  my  Ma  - rj  and  me. 


. ..  vj  f.  Flow  gently,  sweet  jl..fton,aniang  thy  green  hiaes, 

5 Thy  crystal  stream,  Afton,  how  lovely  it  glides  6 Flow  ge^^  y, 

And  whids  hy  the  cot  where  my  Mary  resides.  F '"“'■'”'T‘’®t"r“dream/ 

How  wanton  thy  waters  her  snowy  f«t  lave  J „ot  her  dream/ 

As  gath- ring  sweet  iloWretsshe  stems  thy  clear  u ave. 


Gently,  Lord,0,  Gently  Lead  Us. 

IK  T.  PORTER. 


■V. 


God  Save  the  Kin^» 


ifaefttoso. 


• • • "^“T*  _ ,-1.  D-: r.„A  tho  Kinir.  Send  him  vio- 


• IT-  „ T^irtiMour  no -bio  King,  God  save  the  King,  Send  hinn 
God  save  our  gra-o.ous  IGng.  ^I^ng  And  make  th«n  fall.  Con-found  their 

O Lord 
Thy  choic  - 


Z%  ■„'t;e.®oVhlt;L;d‘t,%;ur.''Long^^^^  May  he  do- 


-t— ^ 


T in  reien  o - ver  us,  God  save  the  King 
t„.ri-0US.Hap-py  and  8'“  T ‘ ‘ of  him  ofr  hopes  we  fix.  God  save  us  all! 

a"  .r  gruscTt^’  ?o  sing  with  heart  and  voice.  God  save  the  King  1 


fend  our  laws, 


OOOD-NIQHT.  LADIES  l 


Arr.  by  QEORaE  ROSEY. 


"A 


wTv  me  sae, 

I couldna  help  myReI%  lassiie. 


Saint  Johnsfcoun's  bower.and  IIuntiTigtovr  ,r, 
Anri  a'  that’s  mine  is  thino,  lassie. 


home,  sweet  home.  ' 

Words  by  John  Howard  Payne. 

. . , i_  , Music  by  Sir  Henry  Bishop. 




aiiSSSSHl^ipsg 


1 Slid  pleas  - ures  anti  ptil  . a - ces  tl.n,,..!. 

21  eaze  on  the  moon  as  I S a™’"’' 

3.  An  ex  - ile  f.-nm  i T drear  wiJd, 

ex  He  fiomhome,splen-dor  daz  - zles  in  Tain| 


ev  . er  so 
feel  that  my 
give  me  my 


lA 


N-lw 


lium  - ble,  there’s  no  place  like  home- 
inoth  - cr  now  thinks  of  her  child: 
iow  . ly  thatched  cot  - tage  a- gain;’ 


~w=-i=. 


As  she  lookr  on™  that  moon  ‘ 

The  birds  sing-t  “af  irthT 

o gai  - 1\,  that  came  at  mv 

:m 

I— r-i— ^ 

t=:E 


j f— r— I ■ I ^ Eefeaix, 


there, 
door, 
cal) , 


TwtheCd.bt°wit';:f’ " 

^^ethem.  and  ^ . r thL  T 

^=2. 
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Homo,  home, 


T- 


1=33= 
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I.  -s-  I 


r • ^ 
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t ^ ^ 4iujne. 

— r~r~r- n 
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Andantino. 


Jamie. 


Jeanik. 


Jamie. 


HUNTIlSrGTOWEH;  OE  “WHEN  YE  GAYG  AWA,  JAMIE.” 


Jeanie.  Bo  my  gudeman  yoursel’,  Jamie, 

Many  me  yourseP,  laddie, 

And  tak’  me  ower  to  Germanie, 

Wi’  yoti^at  hame  to  dwell,  laddie. 

Jamie.  I dinna  ken  how  that  wad  do,  Jeanie, 

I dinna  see  how  that  can  he,  lassie, 

For  I’ve  a wife  and  hairnies  tlu-ee, 

And  I’m  no  sure  how  ye’d  agree,  lassie. 

Jeanie.  Ye  should  hao  telt  me  that  in  time,  Jamie, 
Yesliouldhaoteltmethatlangsyne, laddie. 
For  had  I kent  o’  your  fanso  heart, 

Ye  uo’er  had  gotten  mine,  laddie. 

Jamie  Your  eon  were  like  a spell,  Jeanie, 

Mair  sweet  than  I could  tell,  lassie, 

That  ilka  day  bewitch’d  me  sae, 

I couldna  help  mvaeP,  lassie. 


Gae  back  to  your  wife  and  hame,  Jamie, 
Gae  back  to  your  bairnies  three,  laddie 
And  I will  pray  they  ne’er  may  thole 
A braken  heart  like  me,  laddie. 

Dry  that  tearfu’  e’e,  Jeanie, 

Grieve  nae  mair  for  me,  lassie, 

I’ve  neither  wife  nor  bairnies  three. 

And  I’ll  wed  nane  but  thee,  lassie. 

Think  weel,  for  fear  j'ou  rue,  Jamie, 

Ye’ll  no  get  ane  mair  true,  laddie; 

But  I have  neither  gowd  nor  lands. 

To  be  a match  for  you,  laddie. 

Blair  in  Athol’s  mine,  lassie, 

Fair  Dunkeld  is  mine,  lassie- 
Saint  Johnstoun’s  bower,and  Ilun  tingww  .r, 
And  a’  that’s  mine  is  thine,  lassie- 


1.  Jeanie.  When  ye  gang  a - wa,  Ja  - mie,  Far  a - cross  the  sea,  laddie, 

2. jAMiE.rilsend  yea  braw  new  gown,  Jea  - nie,Thehraw  - est  in  the  town,  las-sie.  And 

h.  Jeanie.  That’s  nae  gift  a - va,  Ja  - mie.  Silk  and  gowd  and  a’,  laildie, There’s 

4. Jamie. When  I come  back  a - gain,  Jea  - nie,  Frae  a for  - eign  land,  lassie,  I’ll 

l“=l  =-i 


When 

ye 

gang 

to 

Ger  - 

ma  - 

• nie,  What 

will 

ye  send 

to 

me, 

lad  - die  ? 

it 

shall 

he 

o’ 

silk 

and 

gowd, 

Wi’ 

Val 

• en-cieunes  set 

round, 

las  - sie. 

ne’er 

a 

gown 

in 

a' 

the 

land 

I’d 

like 

when  ye’re 

a • 

wa, 

lad  • die. 

bring 

wi’ 

me 

a 

gal  - 

lant 

gay. 

To 

be 

your  ain 

gude  - 

man. 

las  - sie. 

i 


JUANITA 


Far  o’er  the  moun-tain, 
And  day -light  beam  in© 


Ling’riug  falls  the  south-ern  moon 
Moons  like  these  shall  shine  a-  scain, 


w/’Tbnor  and. Bass. 


light  loves  to  d-wel 
sent  loY  - er  sigh 


splen-dor,  Where  the  ■warm 
lent  - ing.  For  thine  ab  • 


Breaks  the  day  too  soon!  In  thy  dark  eye’s 
Prove  thy  dreamsare  vain,  Wilt  thou  not,  re- 


p slmet. 


Wea  - ry  looks,  yet  ten 
In  thy  heart  con  - sent 


p ttnderhf, 


my  heart, 
fair  bride! 


nl  - tal  Lean  thou  on 
nl  tal  Be  ray  own 


wul  ii  we  should  part  I Ni-tal  Jus 
liu  - ger  by  thy  side!  Ni-  tal  Jua 


Sir  Walter  Scott. 

Andante  moderatn. 


JOCK  O’  HAZELDEAN. 

in. 


1.  Why  weep  ye  i,_ 

i-.Y  let  tLs .t. 

4 The  11“  y-' 

The  kirk  was  deck'd  at 


Piano. 


dolce. 


“"“i  bridegroom  wait  the  b 

gg3f=*r , . ■ ' ■•■  "KJ^ 


^ =£== 

S'  S T P~'  tlSs 


'"•y  'vusnot  seen;  She’s  o’ei 


?44--=sr 


tars  down  fa>,ror  Jpck  o'  Ha-  zel-dean 
tearsdownfa’, For  Jock  o’  Ha-ael-dean 
tars  down  fa’,  For  Jock  o’  Ha-  zel-dean' 
and  a-wa’Wi’  Jocko’  Ha-zel-dean' 


_jr=j_ 


iw 


dotce 


KILLARNEY 


Mouu-tain  paths  and 
But  man’s  faith  can 
Ev  - ’ry  rock  that 
Man  - y-voiced  the 


Em -’raid  isles,  and  -wind-ini 

May  suff-gest  a pass-ni] 

Wiili  suchbrightand  va  * 
Makes  each  sound  a Imr-m 


Kil-lai^j^ey’s  lakes  and  fells, 
nis-fal  • leu’s  ru  - in’d  shrine 
place  else  can  charm  the  eye 
• sic  there  for  Ech  - o dwells. 


Bounteous  na-ture  loves  all 
Cas  - tie  Lough  and  Ule  - na  bay^ 
Vir  - gin  there  the  green  grass  pQWS, 
With  "the  charmful  tints  be  - low. 


woodland  dells, 
ne'er  de-cline, 
you  pass  by. 
cho  - rus  swells, 


the  west, 
life’s  span, 
more  fair, 
di  • vine, 


In  thatE  -den  of 
There  would  fniu  pro-long 
Doubt  if  E • den  were 
Glanc-ing  back  soft  light 


An  • gels  fold  their  wings  and  rest 
An  - gels  won-der  not  that  man 
An  • gels  oft  • en  pans  - ing  there. 
Wings  of  an  - gels  so  might  shint 


sure  - ly 
now  at 
frown  a 


home, 


s ' • f , 

-v  • ' 

Hur-rali!  Imv  • rail!  the  flag  that  makes  you  freej_ 


the  cho-rusfrom  At -iaii-ta  to  the  sea,  Wliile  wo  were  marching  thro’ Geo 

Ik  ei  re;  rg;  .fL.  -P-  -p- 


MARCHING  THROUGH  GEORGIA. 


Words  and  music  by  Henry  C.  Work. 

c •> 1- 


S- 

1.  Bring  the  good  old  bii  - gle,  boys!  well  sing  an  • oth  ♦ er  song  — Sing  it  with  a 

2.  How  the  dark  - ies  shout -ed  when  they  heard  the  ;joy  - ful  sound!  How  the  tur  - keys 

3.  Yes,  and  there  were  Uii  • ion  men  who  wept  with  ]oy  • ful  tears,  Wlieu  they  saw  the 

4.  “vShcr-man’s  dash-ing  Yan  - kee  boys  will  nev  - er  reach  the  coast!”  So  the  sau  • cy 

5.  So  wc  made  a thor-ough-fave  for  Free  - dom  and  her  train,  Six  • ty  miles  in 


spir  • it  that  will  start  the  world  a • long—  Sing  it  as  we  used  to  sing  it, 

gob  - bled  which  our  com  - mis  • sa  - ry  found!  How  the  sweet  po  • ta  - toes  e - ven 

hon-oredflag  they  had  not  seen  for  j'ears;  Hard  - ly  could  they  be  restrained  from 
reb  ■ els  said,  and  ’twas  a hand-some  boast,  Had  they  not  for  - got,  a • las!  to 

lat  - i - tude— three  hun  - dred  to  the  main ; Trea  - son  fled  be  . fore  us,  for  re- 


Chorus. 

> 


fiC-tv  thou-saud strong,  While  we  were march-mg  thro  Geor  • gia.  ’ 
<;tart-ed  from  the  ground,  While  we  were  mavch-ing  thro  Geor  - gia. 

breaking  for.tli  in  cheers,  While  we  were march-ing  thro  Geor  • gia. 

reck -on  with  the  host.  While  we  were  march  mg  thro  Geor  • gia? 

sistauce  was  in  vain.  While  we  wore  march-mg  thro  Geor  - gia.  . 


Hur-rah!  hur-rah!  we  ' 


MASSA’S  IN 


DE  COLD  GROUND. 

Words  and  music  by  Stephen  Foster. 


l..!Round 

2.  When 

3.  Mas  • 


de  mea-dows  am  a-ring-ing  De  dark  - ey’s  mourn  - fid  song, 
de  au  - tumn  leaves  were  fall  - ing,  When  de  days  were  cold, 

sa  make  de  dark-eys  love  him,  Cayse  he  was  so  kind. 


While  de 
'Twas  hard  to 
Now,  dey 


t'mock-ing  bird  am  sing -ing,  Hap-py  as  de  day  am  long.  Where  de  i - vy  am  a ■ 

i hear  old  mas-sa  call  - ing,  Cayse  he  was  so  weak  and  old.  Now  de  or  - ange  trees  am 

■ ) sad  - ly  weep  a • hove  him,  Mourning  cayse  he  leave  dem  behind.  I can  - hot  work  be  - fore  to- 


ing,  O’er  de  grass  - y mound, 
ing,  On  de  sand  - y shore, 
row,  Cayse  de  tear  - drop  flow  ; 


creep 

bloom 


ChostiS, 


Sleep  - ing  in  de  cold,  cold  ground. 

Mas  - sa  neb  • ber  calls  no . more. 

Pick  - in’  on  de  old  ban  • jo. 


in  de  corn  - fleld  Hear  dat  mourn  - ful’ 


Down 


in  de  cold,  cold  ground. 


s 

MY  BONNIE. 


1.  My  Bon  • nie  lies  o • ver  the  o • ceaii,... . 

3.  Last  night  as  I ' lay  on  my  pil  - low 

3.  Olil  blow,  TO  winds,  o • ver  the  o • cean,..., 

4.  The  winds  have  blown  o • ver  the  o • cean, .... 




My  Bon  - nie  lies  p • ver  the 

Last  tiight  as  I I lay  on  my 

And  blow,  .ye  -'winds,  o • ver  the 

The  ^ winds  have  blown,  o - ver  the 


My  Bon-nio  lies  o -- ver  tho  o ■ cean,. 

Last  night,  as  I lay  on  _ my  pil  - low,.. 

Ohl  blow,  ye  winds,  o • ver  the  o - cean,. 

The  winds  have  blown  o - ver  the  o • cean,. 


Ohl  bring  back  iny 
I dreamt  that  my 
And  bring  back  my 
And  bro't  back  my 


Bon  • 

■ iiie 

to 

me... 

Bon  • 

• nie 

was 

dead. 

Bon  ■ 

■ nie 

to 

me. 

Bon  ■ 

- nie 

to 

me. . . 

Choeos. 


Bring  back,  bring  back,  bring  back  m.r  Bolt , nic 

Bring  back,  bring  back,  bring  biwk  niy  Bon  ■ nic 

Bring  back,  bring  back,  bring  back  my  Bon  - nie 

Bring  back,  bring  back,  bring  back  my  Bon  - nie 


--I--,-) 


to  me;  Bring  back,  bring  back.  Oh  1 bring  back  my  Bon  - nic  to 


Melody  by  S.  C.  Foster 

Solo 


OLD  FOLKSfAT  HOME. 

Harmonized  by  E.  J.  Biedermann. 


1.  Way  down  up- on  IheSwa-nee  Rir  - or  Far  far  . ' ^ 

'zz.  «■>-:  s:r''r.T/‘'r.‘; 

TE.VOH3. 


siS; 


SEE 


pp  Humming. 
BaSoCS. 


torn  - ing  ev  . er,  TUere's  where  the  old  folks  stay.  All  „p 

mem  ■ ry  rush  - os,  No  mat  - ter  where  I rove.  When  shall  I see  the 


■J— r-J- 


!e=te>- 


Avholecrc-a-tion.Sad*ly  I roam,  StiU  lons-jiig  for  the  old  pb.n-ta*tion,And  for  the  old  folksat  home, 
bees  a-huramiog.AHrouDdthecomb?  Whenshall  I heartheban-jotbnunmiflg.Downiumy  good  old  home? 


/ 


All  the  world  am  dark  and  drear  • y, 


Ev  - 'ry  • where  I 


C c I I P r 


4- 


tr— r 


w ^ U I 

0 dark-ies,  how  n>y  heart  grows  wea  • ry,  Far  from  the  old  folks  at  home. 

-j 


1/f/ 


d>c±f. 


ROBIN  ADAIR. 


BOBKS. 

Andante. 


Irish  and  Scotch  form  of  Melody. 


SCOTS.  WHA  HAE  WT  WALLAC3E  BLED 


^Tb'^rr^.;  SeeapproachprouclEd,v»rd’.poVr.Cl»«s^drf»-;^^^^ 

r.So™“lo^ld1L^;dvaw,E;.ee..^^  ^ do  o.  dee, 


in  ev  - cryUowl  Let  us 

— I^c 


---T" 


/ 


K$fi 


r 


..-r 


SILVER  THREADS  AMOH 


O THE  GOLD. 


Dar.-Ung,!  am  growing  old,. 

•i.  When  MOOT  hair  is  sil.  ye  r white, 

3,  ioye  can  ne- yer  more  grow  old,... 
4,.  Loye  is  alwajsjonng  and  fair, — 


Si  1-. yer  threads  a.mong  the  pld. 

And  yonr  checks  no  long.  -cr  btigM’ 

licks  may  lose  their  brown  and  gold;. 
Wliat  to  ns  is  sil.--*cr  hair. 


Hr 


I shine  op-on  mybrow  to  day; 

•/.  .With  the  ro.ses  of  the  M y;.  ■ 

3.  Cheeks  may  fade  and  hoi.. low  grow,. 
4..  Fa.  - ded  dieeks,or  steps  grown  slow,.. 


Life  Is  fa.. ding  fast  a-.-way; 

I will  kiss  your  lips,  and  say— 
But  the  hearts  that  loyewill  know 
To  the  heart  that  beats  be . . low? 


m 


j.  But,  my  darling) yon  Mill  be,  will  be  — 
Oh!'  my  darling, mine  a lone,  a.-Ione — 

3.  Ne-.-ver,  ne-ver  winter’s  frost  and  chill; 

4.  Since  I kiss’d  you  mine  a lone,  a --lone. 

Chorus.  Darling,  I am  growing  oId> 


A1  ways  yomig  and  fair  to  me,. 

"Yon  have  ne- -ver  old- - er  grown, — 
Sum.  iper  wairoth  is  in  them  still — 
You  have  ne.  .ver  old  - -er  grown- 
Sil  .ver  threads  a.  mongthe  gold, 


rail. 


1.  Yes!  my  darling, yon  will  be 
3.  Yes!  ray  darling, mine  — lone,.. 

3.  Ne ver  winter’s  frost  and  chill,. 

4,  Since  I kiss’d  you  mine  a lone,. 

Shine  up  .on  my  brow  to  day;... 


Al- -waysyonng  and  fair  to  me. 

Yoa  have*  ne-.ver  old..er  grown! 
Sum. mer  warmth  is  in  them  stili...— 

You  have  ne-.ver  old-.er  grown 

Xife  is  fading  fast  a.  .way. 


SOLDIER’S  FAREWELL. 


THE  HARP  THAT  ONCE’THROUOH  TARA'S  HALLS. 


THE  LAND  O’  THE  LEAL. 


Lady  Nairmb. 


Adagio. 

— 1-  b*  rf=i: 

Piano.  H) 

r • ?r 

1 



.,1. — 3*. 

1*-^  # \r^'~  " Lj^' 

^ ' 2 

Ir.Bl :_.1:)C=W— it  1 

♦ 

) 


'ft 


The  Maple  Leaf  for  ever. 


• ' f r , , Wnife  the  ditiint-Iess 

t.  In  days  of  yore,  from  Bn  - tains  sh^^^,  _ j, 

3.  At  Queens-ton  Heights  and  Lun  - y s to 

IX  mt-^rS-'ister.famei  land  May  hindHea.ven 


- ^ J -D-  a._  nia’s  flae  On Ca-na-da’s  fair — do- 

swetu^S/SEoid  sL-'land  ev . er  - mor’e,  And_  Ire  - land’s  Em-er-ald 


TTiam. 

died; 

hound: 

Isle! 


¥3  XH‘S’=-0.£5‘i  '5.“r 

T^lien  sS  the  song,  both  loud  and  long,  Till  rooks  and  for  - est 


;Tef  ^:dnt:-»rlT;:l:dr:rS’?re  Ma.^.eL.affor  ov.eri 


CHOEDS. 


% 


l The  Ma-ple  Leaf,  our  em-hlem  dear.  The  Ma.ple  Leaf  for 

3 The  Ma-ple  Leaf,  our  em-blem  dear,  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for 

3 The  Ma-ple  Leaf,  our  em-blem  dear.  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for 

4*  The  Ma-ple  Leaf,  our  em-blem  dear,  The  Ma-ple  Leaf  for 


cv-  er! 

God 

ev.er! 

God 

ev  - erJ 

And 

ev-er! 

God 

save  our  King,  and 
save  our  King,  and 
flour-ish  green  o’er 
dave  our  King,  and 


Hea  - ven  bless  The 
Hea  - ven  bhiss  The 
Free-dom’s  hornet,  The 
Hea- ven  bles^  The 


Ma-ple  Leaf  for 
Ma-ple  Leaf  for 
Ma.ple  Leaf  for 
Ma-ple  Leaf  for 


ev-  er! 
ey-  er! 
ev  - er! 
ev  - erlv 


-7 


THE  OLD  OAKEN  BUCKET 


Samuel  Woodworth» 


-Mm rj 

F=^-=^ 

^ 3s 3s- 

h r 

t 

— * 

- 

f-r  =1 

_v-  J,  -a- 

5 * ■-*-  7*  -0- 

j How  dear  to  this  heart  are  the  soenea  of  mj  child  - hood,  "Wtiea  fond  rec  - ol  • 

t The  or  * chard,  the  mead  • ow  the  deep  taa-gled  wild  - wood,  And  ev  • ’ry  loved 


»-r 

-Nt-v-  -|B  ^=F-C:  _ f — 

b 

^ 

W 


lec  - tion  pie-  seats  them  to  view!  / f The  wide-sprcad-iug  pond,  and  the  mdl  that  stood 

' spot  which  my  in  - fan  - cy  knew;)  I The  cot  af  my  fa  - ther,  the  dai  - ry-honse 


-5-; — ^ 


i 


by  it,  The  bridge  and  the  rock  where  the  cat  - a - met  fell;  I 
nigh  it.  And  e’en  the  rude  buck  - et  that  hung  in  the  well,  i 


i/ 

^ ^ — 

r r 

u !/  iJ 

— 12-  rr — 

:3s“3b'T::-3jS  _i-T33i — a 

z^zzj^n- il— . 

•— W'T— J^-2—  -- 

^ls=s|3rSii  - 53=zH 

tJ 

buck  - 

SJ  -5-.  » - ^ 1 

et,  the  i - ron-houud  buck-et,  The  moss  - cov-ered  buck  - et  that  hung  in  the  well. 

,=E5=E-f=Efe=!!=eElS=H 

^£S3t=t 

^ — K—  -W — — s 

2 The  tuoss-covered  bucket  I hailed  as  a treasure. 

For  often  at  noon,  when  returned  from  the  held, 

I found  it  the  source  of  an  exquisite  pleasure, 

The  purest  and  sweetest  that  nature  can  yield. 
How  ardent  I seized  it,  with  hands  that  were  glowing. 

And  quick  lo  the  white-pebbled  bottom  it  fell, 
Then  soou,  with  the  emblem  of  truth  overflowing. 

And  dripping  with  coolness,  it  rose  from  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket, 
i The  moss-covered  bucket  arose  from  the  welL, 


3 How  sweet  from  the  green,  mossy  brim  to  receive  it, 
As,  poised  on  the  curb,  it  inclined  to  my  lips! 

Not  a full-blusbiug  goblet  could  tempt  me  to  leave  it, 
Tho’  filled  with  the  nectar  that  Jupitei  sip 
And  now,  far  removed  from  tiie  loved  habitation, 

The  tear  of  regret  will  intrusively  swell. 

As  fancy  reverts  to  my  father’s  plantation 
And  sighs  for  the  bucket  that  hung  in  the  well. 
The  old  oaken  bucket,  the  iron-bound  bucket, 

The  mqss-covered  bucket  which  bangs  in  the  w^l» 

\ 


k. 


>1 


THE  RED,  WHITE,  AND  BLUE. 

Words  by  David  T.  Shaw.  Music  by  Thomas  k Becket. 


;fc 


5y  uavia  i . &naw.  . 

— ♦-•-3— • — ==*= — ^ ij-  9—  r 


1.  \)h,  (?o  - Uun-bia,  the  gem  of  the  o - cean, 

2.  When  war  wing’d  its  wide  dc-s  - o • la  - tion, 

3.  The. . . . star  - spari-gled  ban  - ner  bring  hith-er, 


The  home  of  the  brave  and  the  free, 
And  threatened  the  land  to  de  - form, 
O’er  Columbia’s  true  sous  let  it  wave; 


pE 


r- 


I 


'&Z5P 


non 


The  shrine  of  each  pa-triot’s  de vo-tion 
The  ark  then  of  free-dom’s  foun  - da-tion, 
May  the  wreaths  they  have  won  nev-er  with  - er, 


A.,.. 

Co  ♦ 
Nor  its 


world  of -fers  hom-age  to  thee; 
luni-bia,  rode  safe  thro’  the  storm; 
stars  cease  to  shine  on  the  brave; 


~ if  J 


u»  i« 


b!L_;p_^U. 


Thy....  mandates  make  he -roes  as-sem-ble, 
With  the  gar-lands  of  vie  - fry  a - round  her, 
May  the  ser  - vice  u - ni  • ted  ne’er  sev  - er. 


When. . Lib  - er  • ty's  form  stands  in  view  ; 
When  so  proud-ly  she  bore  her  brave  crew, 
But...  hold  to  their  col  - ovs  so  true; 


Thy  ... 
With  her 
The.... 


ban-ners  make  tyr  • an  - ny  trem-ble, 
flag  proud-ly  float  • ing  be  - fore  her, 
Ar  - my  and  Na  - vy  for  - ev  • er, 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and 
The  boast  of  the  red,  white,  and 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and 


blue; 

blue, 

blue; 


4=1- 


=c*i=t 


«=1 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

The'  boast  of  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

l^ree  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 

^ 4 


When  borne  by  the  red,  white,  and  blue,  ^ 

The  boast  of  the  red,  white,  and  blue,i>.<S.  ^ 
Three  cheers  for  the  red,  white,  and  blue, 


THEN  YOU’LL  REMEMBER  ME 


Andnnle  cmtlohilc 


Words  and  music  by  M.  W.  Balfe. 


-H-g g o— 


- 1-  ^ — 


1.  When  oth  • cr  lips  fihd  oth  ■ cr  hciUts  Thciv  talos  of  love  shall  tell, 

2.  \Vhen  eoia  - ness  of  dc  • ccit  shall  sliglit  The  beau  - ty  now  they  prize, 


TRAMP!  TRAMP!  TRAMP! 


Words  and  music  by  Geo.  F.  Root. 


^^“-4 ^ ^ ^ ■# m-- g-T ^ j 

1 In  tho  pris  - on  cell  I sit.  Think  - ing,  Moth  • er  dear,  of  you,  And  our 

2.  Iti  the  bat  ' tie  front  wc  stood  When  their  fierc  - est  charge  they  jnade,  And  they 

3 So,  with  ' in  the  pris  • on  coll.  We  are  wait  - ing  for  the  day  That  shall 


bright  and  hap  • py  home  so  far  a • way;  And  the  tears  they  fill  iny  eyes  Spite  of 

swept  us  off  a him  - dred  men  or  more;  But  be  - fore  we  reached  their  lines  They  were 

come  to  o - pen  wide  the  i - ron  door;  And  the  hoi  - low  eye  grows  bright,  And  the 


^ ^ " 

all  that  I can  do,  Though  I try  to  cheer  my- com  - rades  and  be  gay. 

beat  • en  back,  dis-mayed,  And  we  heard  the  cry  of  tic  - t’ry  o’er  and  o’er, 

poor  heart  al  • most  gay,  As  we  think  of  see  - ing  home  and  friends  once  more. 

^ . .A.  . .A.  • 

1-.  1- 


Chorus. 


r r T i*~  i ' I i i ' 'ar. 

Tramp  I tramp!  tramp!  the  boys  are  march  - ing,  Cheer  up,  comrades,  they  will  come,  And  be - 

march-ing  on,  0 cheer  up,  com  - rades,  they  will  come, 


JA.MES  HoQQ. 

AndanU  vioderato. 


WHENtTHElKYE  COME  HAME. 


WITIIIN  A MILE  OF  EDINBURGH  TOWN. 


T:  D’Ubfey. 


E l - in  - bu  - rgh  town,  In  the  ro  - sy  time  of  tlm  yeai. 
ncv-or  wad  wed,  Though  lang he  had fol  - lowed  the  lass; 
make  her  his  hrido.Tliough  lus  Hooks  and  herds  were  not  few, 


Sweet  flow-  ers  bloom’d  and  the 
Con  - tent  - cd  she  earned  and 
She  gie’d  him  her  hand  and  a 


glass  was  down,  And  each  shepherd  woo’d  his  dear, 
atcherbrown  broad, And  merrily  turned  up  the  grass, 
kiss  be  - side,  And  vow’d  she’d  for  ever  be  true. 


Bon  - nie  Jock-ie,  blythe  and  gay, 
Bon-nie  Jock-ie,  blythe  and  free, 
Bon  - nie  Jock-ic,  blythe  and  free, 


:d=d=:S= 


=£i=c= 


Kiss’d  young  Jen-ny  mak-i 
Won  her  heart  right  mer-r 
Won  her  heart  right  mer-r 


zj — E — T*  - — ^ 


^ can  - na,' can  - nai  win  - na,  win  - na,  maun- na  buck  le  to.” 

rEEE^rEElJ 
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WHEN  YOU  ANDllI  WERE  YOUNG,  MAGGIE. 


1 wandered  to-day  to  the  hlU,  \ Mlrggio,  ll,  watch  the  scene  he.  . .low, 

A,  ci  ty  so  si-lentandlone.piag^ie.-Wherethejonngandthe  gay  and  the-hest. 

They  say’  *1  am  fee- ble  with  age,  Mag_gie„'My  steps  are  less  sprightly  than  then. 


creeh  and  the  creah-ing  old  mill, 
po_  .lish’d  white  mansions  of  stone, 
face  is  a well  .writ. ten  page. 


iMaggio.  As  we  used  to  long  a.  _ -go.  The 

■Maggie.^HaYe  each  found  a place  of  rest, 

Maggie,' Bat ' time  ' a,  - -lone  was  the  pen,  They 

CROiaJS,Aiid 


green  grove  is  gone  from  the  hill, 
hnilt  where  the  birds  ased  to  play, 
say  • we  are  a.  .ged  and  gray, 
now  w'G  are  a.  - god  andlgrej, 


The 


Maggio,"Whercfirst  the  dai.  -sies  sprung; 
Maggie,'':’,  And^  join  in  the  songs  that  were  snng;  Tor  we 
Mag-gie,  As^sprays  by  the  white  breakers  flang;  Bnt,  to 
jMaggie,  And  the  tri_  .als  of  life  noar.ly  done  .let  its 


croak  _ ing  old  mill 
song  as  gay 
me,  yonre  as  fair 
sin<r  of  the  days 


Maggie,.Sineo  yon  and  I 


as  yon  were, 
thatard  gone. 


were  young, 
Maggie,  'When  yon  and  1 were  yoting . 

Mag-gie,  MTlen  yon  and  I were  yoniig. 

Maggie  When  you  and  I .,were  young,^ 


YE  BANKS  AND  BRAES  O’  BONNY  DOON, 


Bubns. 


Ariilanlc  canlabile. 


1.  Yebanksandbraes 

2.  Oft  hae  I rov’d  ] 


Piano.  H) 


bon  - nie  Boon,  How  can  ye  bloom  sae  fresh  and  fair?  How  can  ve  chaun 
bon  - nie  Boon,  By  morn-ing  and  by  even  - ing  shine  To  hear  the  birds 


lit  - tie  birds,  And  I’m 
o’  their  loves  As  fdnd 


fu’  o’  care  ? Ye’ll  break  my  heart,  yc 
sang  o’  mine.  Wi’  light  - some  heart  I 


wea 

once 


war  - bling  bird,  That  war 
stretch’d  my  hand,  And  pu’d 


bles  on  the  flow 
a rose  - bud  from 


’ry  thorn,  Ye  mind  me  o’  de 
the  tree;  But  my  fauselov  - er 


part  - ed  joys,  De  - 
stole  the  rose, And 


part  - cd  nev  - er  to  • re-tum 
left  the  thorn, the  thorn  wi’ me. 


3 

mi 
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